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for. I hated the system, but I could not help liking
its victims on both sides.

Eeturning to Eagusa, I found Ljubibratich on the
point of returning to the insurgents' camp at Grebci,
just over the Austrian frontier, and only about three
hours' walk, we were told, from Eagusa. They
came with unrestricted freedom from camp into Ea-
gusa, carried away what supplies of any kind they
needed, and, when ill, came to the hospital of the
city. Dalmatia and its medley of races are still in
the Eastern state of activity, in which time is of no
account; and, instead of getting off in the early
morning to return before night, as arranged, we left
Eagusa at 2 P.M. We were in October, and the
shortening days did not favor long journeys, and
the road was even worse than those in Montenegro.
On the way across the frontier the going was simply
climbing a Cyclopean stairway, and we reached the
camp only at dusk.

Grebci was an abandoned village of the Herzego-
vinian population, robbed and maltreated even here
within a rifle-shot of the Austrian territory, and the
entire population had taken refuge across the fron-
tier. There was a reunion of all the bands, amount-
ing to about 900 men, of whom 250 were Monte-
negrins under old Peko Pavlovich, a wiry, wily,
Slavonic Ulysses, who had been in more than ninety
battles with the Turks, and who knew and used
every stratagem of this border warfare. There was
Melentie, the fighting Archimandrite of the convent
of Duzi; Luka Petcovich, a Herzegovinian of thesieged and
